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Chapter l- Vous êtes in imbécile! 


Author's Notes: 
Hello, everyone! First off, the title of the story comes from a 19b] film in which a student has a crush on 
their teacher, so that sparked some small inspiration, | suppose..xD Also, this story stems from a bunch of 


imagines a friend and | were creating, so a big shout out to her :) This story is a bit silly but.! hope someone 


enjoys it. XD Chapter | of 5. Enjoy! :) 


"Is he here yet?" 

Dave peeked in the classroom door, looking around quickly with a mischievous grin on his face. 

"Nah, not yet," said a kid in the corner of the classroom. The rest of the class was already seated, and laughed 
at the redhead. They were used to the daily pranks Dave would play on his teacher, and they found it to be 


quite comical. 


Well, most of them. 


James, a foe of Dave, found his antics to be very obnoxious. What he hated most of all was that Dave was 
always winning the undivided attention of the class, and their teacher. He hadn't quite figured it out, but he 
wanted to defeat his nemesis. 

James stared at the redhead in utter annoyance as he slipped into the classroom and ran over behind the 
teacher's neatly organized desk. The rest of the students watched with a glow in their eyes, completely 


entertained. 


Dave picked up an overloaded black briefcase from behind the desk and grunted loudly because of how heavy it 


was, causing the others to laugh. 
Except for James, that is. He looked on, stone faced. 


Dave hauled the briefcase to the back corner of the room behind a large cabinet and made sure it was 


completely hidden from anyone's vision. 

‘Is he here yet?" Dave asked, while moving quickly to the front of the room. 

"Nope, but ya better hurry," shouted another kid. 

"Anyone got super glue?" 

Dave looked around the room in search for a pocket of paste to polish off his playful prank. 

He finally spotted a small package in a bin on top of a table. 

"Aha!" Dave exclaimed dramatically. 

"Hurry up, man," said a boy who was looking out the classroom door. "He's coming down the hallway!" 


Dave made a mock nervous face then smirked as he emptied the bottle of super glue on the seat of the 


teacher's chair. 
Other kids "oo-ed" and "ah-ed" and giggled. James rolled his eyes. 
Dave tossed the bottle into the trash can and ran to a seat in the front corner, near the door. 


Then, their teacher stepped in. Many of the students quietly giggled, but Dave stared at him with adoration, 
then quickly turned, so as not to be noticed. 


No one knew that the real motive behind Dave's silly games was that he had strong feelings for his teacher, 
but was trying to hide them by constantly irritating him. It didn't hurt that he was receiving a lot of attention 


from his crush because of this, however negative the attention was. 


"Hello, everyone," their teacher said. 
"Hello, Mr. Ellefson," a majority of the class said in unison. 


David looked at his students with a suspicious demeanor. He knew that this particular class, specifically Dave, 
gave him a lot of grief, but he wasn't sure what it would be today. 


"Why don't you all open your textbooks to page 13, and begin working on your dialogues. And no French-English 
dictionaries please. Try to see what you can come up with on your own. Meanwhile, | will hand back your last 


test. The grades were, shall we say, mixed?" 


As David turned for his briefcase to pull out the papers, a chorus of giggles rose among the students. Dave 


kept his head in his book, pretending to be in intense concentration 

David looked confused. 

| thought for sure that | brought my stuff in here, he thought. 

Then, he remembered which class was present. 

"You guys wouldn't happen to know where my briefcase went, would you?" 


The room was silent aside from a few snickers. David scanned the room in search of the suspected culprit. At 


that moment, he spotted Dave, who was smirking and trying to hide his face behind his textbook 
That little demon seed, he thought: 

"You wouldn't have any idea where it would be, now, would you, Dave?" 

Dave looked with a mock offended face. "OF course not, man! | would never mess with your shit" 
"That's nice to know. Now watch your language in this classroom" 

"Sorry, dude” 


Many of the kids began to laugh, except James, who decided that this was as great a time as any to score 


one on Dave. 
"I think he's lyin’, Mr. Ellefson. | think he knows where your sh-- stuff is." 


Everyone turned and looked at James. Dave kept his face forward, his face burning in anger. 


‘Oh really, James? You want to tell me where it is?" asked David. 


James then got up and walked over to the large cabinet in the back of the room. He pulled the briefcase from 
its hiding spot, smiling as if he had just accomplished the impossible. 


"You seemed to have known where it was pretty well there, James. Are you sure you didn't hide it, man?" 


Dave asked with a devious grin. 

"What?! You know damn well--" 

“Alright, enough! | will have no such outbursts in this classroom," David exclaimed. 

James sat back down, as the rest of the class giggled. 

"Dave does have a good point there, though, James," David added. 

"What?!" James shouted. 

Everyone burst out laughing, except for James of course, who sulked after being falsely accused. 


David wasn't too upset, as he then winked at Dave. Dave whipped his head the other direction quickly to hide 
his blush. 


David knew that Dave was the actual miscreant, but didn't think much of it. 
It can't get any worse than this..or can it? 


David tried to ignore this thought as he retrieved the test papers from his briefcase and proceeded to hand 
them out to his students respectively. 


"Hey, kid, you're getting better, but you would perform even more efficiently on these tests if you would come 


see me after school,” David said, as he handed Dave his exam and placed a hand on his shoulder. 


Dave began to blush at the thought of being anywhere alone with his teacher. He looked over his paper and 
saw that he had passed and then some. 


Better than usual, he thought. And stop blushing like a girl before he notices, you idiot! 


It was at that moment that David walked behind his desk. All the students looked on in awe, remembering the 


"spillage" in the seat. 


"Alright, everyone. Continue your work. | will be collecting it at the end of the period and grading it" 


And then he sat. 

The entire class tried to hide their cackles, but to no avail 
"Did | miss something?" David asked. 

At that remark, the laughter only increased. 

He rolled his eyes, and began to work on his lesson plans. 


The rest of class went on like this- the class giggling, Dave hiding his face, and David, more than confused, 
trying to quiet the class down. 


Minutes passed, and the end of the period finally arrived. 

"Alright, you all. No one leaves until all dialogues are collected," David said. 

He began to sit up. 

RIIIIIIP! 

The classroom roared with laughter. 

"What the-?!" 

He foolishly tried a second time. 

PRUNI P! 

More laughter boomed through the room, and David sat back down, shaking with anger, to cover his dilemma. 
"DAVEIII" 

Dave, who had tried to slip out of the door, turned back around with a sneer. 

"Hey, what'd | do?" 

"Just know that you are fooling no one! I've had enough of your stupid games! | tried to be patient, but now 
you've crossed the line. This is it! And for this, you will be written up for detention after school today. You 


understand?!" 


Some of the other kids laughed as they left the classroom. Dave's face was red with embarrassment and 


sadness. 


Great job, Dave. You really went too far this time, he thought. 

He felt a hand sharply land on his shoulder. He turned and saw that it was James, who then winked at him. 
"Have fun with that, cupcake," he teased. 

Dave angrily pushed him away. James just laughed and left the room. 

"Come and take this detention slip now," David demanded. 

Dave slowly walked over. As he did, he admired his teacher's honey-blonde hair, which was cut above his 
shoulders, and how it contrasted perfectly with his hazel-colored eyes. Dave just wanted to look into his 
crush's eyes and kiss his smooth skin and apologize for being an idiot. 


“Today, Dave!" 


Dave shook himself and tried to play it off cool. He snatched the piece of paper from David's hands and avoided 


eye contact. 

"Whatever," he mumbled, and he walked out of the classroom with an attitude. 
David shook his head as if disappointed. "Foolish kid," he said. 

When the door closed, David held his head in his hands. 

He then remembered that he didn't have another class for 40 minutes. 


Shit, now what do | do about my pants? 


Chapter 2- It All Comes Together... 


Author's Notes: 
Hello! Thank you all for reading the first chapter and for your reviews. It\'s very encouraging. Here\'s the 
second chapter. Enjoy! :) 


"Just had to use the damn glue, didn't you? You just had to be an idiot, didn't you? Couldn't just have normal 


feelings for a girl, could you? Normal? Me, normal? Ha, right: 

Dave was walking to the detention room late after school had ended, and was muttering to himself under his 
breath. He couldn't believe that he was having this stupid crush on a teacher, a guy for that matter. But, on 
the other hand, was it really that strange? How could something so weird feel so right? 

All of these thoughts ran through Dave's mind as he approached the room. 

"Well, it aint worth all this. | just want to go home." 

Dave took a deep breath before opening the door, and then just went on with it. 

He was surprised when he opened the door, as he saw an unexpected face sitting at the front desk 

"Oh, great," he mumbled. 

The honey-blonde teacher sat up straight and looked up at Dave. 

"Ah, well hello, Mr. Mustaine," David said with a snide tone. 

"What's up, Ellefson?" Dave murmured 

"That's Mr. Ellefson to you" 

"Whatever. 

David sighed. "Just hand me your pass, please" 

Dave pulled the now shriveled slip out of his pocket and handed it to his teacher. 


"Now, sit down and be quiet, please." 


Dave rolled his eyes and sat. 


Great, now | have to sit here for an hour alone with him? This is not helping anything. 
IOI 
Dave looked at his watch and groaned. Only a couple of minutes had passed, but it seemed like hours. 


He looked up at his crush, watching him as he wrote something that seemed important, or whatever it is that 


teachers do at their desks. 


Look at his face. His goatee and perfectly proportioned face makes him look like a French model, or some shit 


like that..fuck, | sound like an idiot. 


Dave was snapped out of his thoughts when he noticed his teacher finally looked back up at him. Dave quickly 
looked down, avoiding eye contact. 


David squinted his eyes, then shook his head and looked back down 

Dave looked back up, again admiring his appearance. It was as if he couldn't take his eyes off of David 
Not that he had much of a choice. At that moment, David looked directly at Dave. 

Shit, he definitely cought me that time, Dave thought He quickly glanced down at his watch intently. 


David sighed and put his attention back on his work. Then he decided to look back up. Is this kid really trying to 


stare me down? he thought. 


When he did, he saw Dave staring at him again. Dave looked up at the ceiling, as if the solid white paint really 
interested him. 


David chuckled. "You know, Dave, | think you've played enough games for one day, yeah? C'mon, knock it off" 
| ought ‘a knock you off, Dave thought. He put his head down on the desk. 

"And no sleeping.” 

"Well, fuck--" 

"And no language." 

"Dude!" 


"Dave!" 


"Well, | don't plan on sitting here with my thumb planted firmly up my ass for the next half-hour!" 
"Dave." 
"Ugh, | mean, what CAN | do?" 


| don't think you understand. This is not play time. You are here to reflect upon your behavior. In fact, you're 


not even supposed to be talking.” 
"That's bullsh--..this is stupid." 


"Well, you should have thought about that before! You now are paying the consequences for your stupid 


stunts!" 

Dave felt his heart sink, and a look of confusion and hurt come over his face. 

He hates me, he hates me..great. Nice goin’, Dave. 

David didn't understand why there was any confusion here. 

‘Maybe | should clarify. Over the past few weeks, you've played a few pranks on me, and | let them slide. At 
times they were a bit obnoxious, but still slightly comical. But now you've gone way over the top, Dave. It's 
childish, it's awkward, and it's disrespectful. C'mon man, you know better, and | know you can act better than 
this." 

Dave smiled to himself as he thought back over the past few weeks. He remembered once where he spilled ink 
all over David's grade book, and another time where he had poured hot sauce in his mug of coffee while he 
wasn't looking. Dave laughed as he pictured the grimace on his teacher's face after taking a sip of the 
concoction. 

It has been a busy school year, hasn't it? 

| don't see what there is to laugh about!" 

Dave shook from his thoughts at the sudden shout of David 

"Do you know what you put me through today? | had to borrow an apron from that..witch of an art teacher 
to hide my little problem, rush home to change, and come back to teach a class, all in under 40 minutes! And 


let's not even talk about how embarrassing it all was." 


Dave felt extremely guilty, but for whatever reason could not remove the childish grin from his face. 


He tried to maintain a straight face and reflect how he was truly feeling, but to no avail. "Um..l'm sorry?" 
David was done. 

"You are such a brat! Why do you insist on pestering me every day?! What is wrong with you?!" 

Dave's face swiftly changed from his little grin to an extreme sulk. 

His cheeks drooped with sadness and a tear began to fall down his face. 

Fuck, don't cry! he thought to himself. 

Well, | have to say something.. 

David looked at his pupil, expecting an answer. 

“Cause.I-I like you, man" 

Shit. Dave, what the fuck are you thinking?! 


Dave's face turned a deep shade of red. His forehead began to drip with sweat, and his hands shook. He looked 


down at his feet nervously. 

There was an awkward and long silence. 

David noticed how shy Dave was acting, and then it began to make sense to him. 

No wonder this kid has been messing with me and acting all macho. He was just trying to get my attention 


David had always thought the young redhead to be cute. He saw the potential in him to be a great student, 


but also saw that he was a kid with a dream that needed assurance and affection 


He admitted to himself that he always slightly favored Dave above his other students. There was just 
something different that David saw in him. 


David felt a smile spread across his face as he looked at Dave, and the way his curly red hair flowed past his 
small shoulders; the way his green eyes shimmered, now red and glassy; the way his little nose fit perfectly 
on his soft, young, freckled face; the way his full pink lips now trembled with fear. 


In short, David saw his student as an adorable and vulnerable kid. 


After awhile, he finally broke the silence. 


"Come here," he called to Dave, softly. 
Slowly, Dave rose from his seat and stepped towards his teacher's desk, his face a shade of crimson, and 
palms sweaty and shaking profusely. The pupil was so nervous that he couldn't even look at his teacher. He 


kept his eyes fixated on a spot on the floor. 


David then stood up, walked from behind his desk, and stood in front of Dave. He placed Dave's chin between 
his thumb and index finger, and lifted his head. 


Dave blushed and panted furiously now, feeling more anxious than before. 

Then, David gently placed his lips on Dave's and kissed him. 

At first, Dave was completely shocked. 

In no way is this happening right now..maybe he really doesn't hate mel 

But soon, Dave started to return the kiss. David put his arms around the young man to pull him closer to him. 
Dave had to stand on his toes to continue the embrace, as he was small compared to his teacher, and put his 
arm around his teacher's neck. David noticed that his student was having difficulty reaching him. He raised him 
slightly, and Dave put his legs around him waist, as they passionately began to explore each other's mouths 
further. 


Eventually David pulled away. 


Dave looked a bit surprised. He never would have thought that his crush would feel anything remotely close as 


to what Dave felt for him. But, for this, he was a bit relieved 

David smiled at Dave's innocent expression and kissed his forehead. 
"Let this be our little secret, okay?" he said, winking at Dave. 

Dave nervously shook his head in agreement, causing David to chuckle. 


The bell for the end of detention hour finally rang. Dave quickly walked out of the room, and David packed his 


briefcase. 


Dave exited the building and began walking down the sidewalk, lost in his thoughts. He couldn't help but 
daydream about the kiss he had with his teacher. He was still surprised, and had to tell himself that what was 
once just a silly fantasy had finally become a reality. 


At that moment, Dave saw his teacher drive past him. He began to blush and felt an army of butterflies 
erupt in his stomach at the thought of his crush, and wondered if he may have been thinking about him, too.. 


Chapter 3- An Uncontained Uncertainty 


Author's Notes: 
Hello! So this took longer than usual to post but.here it is! Thank you all, and enjoy! :) 


Dave's wondering kept him tossing and turning all night, causing him to suffer from a lack of sleep, in addition 


to the long lecture he received from his mother after returning home so late. 
Dave was a wreck. 


Along with a tired, aching body and swollen, red eyes, Dave suffered from the state of his troubled mind. All 
night, the only thing he could think about was his teacher, David, and all that had occurred during detention 


His main issue was that he was unsure, if not completely doubtful, that his crush, in actuality, had mutual 
feelings for him, and that the kiss they shared was only because he felt sorry for the boy, or even that he 
was using him as a play thing. 

In any case, Dave was completely torn 

| don't want to face him; | CAN'T face him, he thought. 


Why does shit like this only happen to me? 


That morning, Dave walked into his French class fifteen minutes late, strutting with an attitude, and avoiding 


his teacher's gaze. 
David noticed Dave's coldness, and was slightly annoyed by his seemingly purposeful tardiness. 
"How nice of you To join us, Mr. Mustaine," he called. 


Everyone turned to look at Dave, who took a seat in the far back corner. Dave flipped them off in turn, 
causing most people to turn as if offended, and others to giggle nervously. 


David rolled his eyes 
This kid's attitude, man.. 


“Alright, everyone," David said, addressing the class. "You all have book work to complete before the bell rings. | 
will be checking it at the end of class." 


David sat down at his desk, holding his head. 
Dave put his head down, in sleepiness and embarrassment. 


When he was sure that no one was looking, he would glance up at David, then close his eyes when anyone 


would look in his direction, pretending to be asleep. 

"Long night, sweetheart?" 

Dave jumped a little, then opened his eyes to see James sitting next to him with a devilish grin on his face. 
"W-What are you talking about?" 

"You know what l'm talking about, faggot." 

Dave felt his heart pound and his blood boil rapidly underneath his skin. 

Dave decided he would try his best to ignore him and get some work done. 

He didn't need anymore trouble. 

He opened his books and began working, keeping his head down, looking intently at his assignment. 

"Why are you blushing so much, sugar? Got someone on your mind?" 

He's just not gonna let up, is he? Asshole. 

Dave felt his hands shake a little, but he tried to control his temper. 

"You know, Dave, | know you." 

Dave was puzzled. 

The fuck? 

"You think you can take everything you see. You think everyone loves you. You think you're so special." 


At this point, James had caught the attention of some of the surrounding students, who turned and looked in 


amusement. 


"Well, no one wants you, dumb fuck Get over it" 


Many of the other kids began to giggle. 
Dave dropped his pencil and covered his face with his hands. 
James continued. "He certainly doesn't." 


Dave looked shocked, and whipped his head around facing James. His cheeks were a shade of scarlet, and his 


mouth became extremely dry. 

"H-he, who?" 

"You know who, or are you playing stupid?" 

Dave's mouth moved, but no words came out. He perspired profusely, and his body shook uncontrollably. 


James sneered. He then proceeded to place a hand in the pocket of his jeans, and pulled out what appeared to 
be printed photos. 


"Perhaps | should refresh your memory." 
It couldn't be, Dave pondered. 


James teasingly held the supposed instant film in front of the redhead's face, but pulled it away as Dave 
reached angrily to grab it. 


James shook his finger at Dave, with a smirk that taunted Dave's very soul. 
James knew that for the first time, in a very long time, he had won over Dave. He had now been able to 
manipulate the redhead, even without knowledge of anything. Just being able to taunt his foe would put him in 


a corner. 


James felt a power within him, as if he held his nemesis in one hand and could take control of the situation 


once and for all, 

"Don't worry," James said. "No one will see them..as long as you make me a promise.” 
Dave knew he had to comply. 

"W-What.|-I'll do anything." 

Oh, really?" 


"Yes, yes, please!" 


James looked around with a sniveling sneer, as if checking to see that no one else was around. 

He summoned Dave to move closer to him with his index finger. 

Dave slowly moved in, panting anxiously, sweat dripping off of his forehead with the consistency of blood 
When Dave was close enough, James moved in and put his mouth near the redhead's ear. 


"SUCK MY DICK, FAG!" he yelled, causing Dave to jump up, but still softly enough as not to disturb the entire 


room. 


Other kids looked and laughed loudly, and wondered what it would take for their teacher, who was deep in 
thought, to notice and get involved. 


Dave's face turned a deep red, and his body shook with embarrassment and anger all the more. 
Finally, David looked over to see what was happening, 

"Guys, keep it down over there!" 

‘He'll try," said James, causing the speculating children to giggle. 

David looked at Dave sympathetically, but Dave turned the other way. 


When David looked back down at his work, Dave then glanced back at his teacher, looking through the hair that 


had fallen over his tear-filled eyes 

"What are you looking at, cupcake?" said James, menacingly. 

"Shut the fuck up," Dave finally replied, with a sturdy yet stormy tone. 

"You really like him, don't you, D--" 

POW! 

"FUCK OFFI" 

Dave's voice boomed through the room, twice as loudly as the noise made when he knocked James to the floor. 
James slowly stood back up, holding his jaw. 


"Now you're gonna put your hands on me, pussy?!" 


James punched Dave right in the nose, and in a matter of seconds, the class was gathered around the two 


opponents who were rolling around the floor in utter beastliness. 
David ran over and grabbed a kid in each hand, separating them. 
"STOP ITI What in God's name do you think you're doing?!" 

Both boys looked down and stopped their fidgeting 

"Now..how did this start?" 


"Why don't you ask pretty boy over here?" James scoffed, snickering. "Just tried to talk to him, man to man, 
and he attacked me, dude." 


Dave tried to jump to his own defense. 

"What?! | didn't--" 

"There you go again, playing the victim. It's his fault, man. You know he can never control himself." 

Dave felt his eyes sting with tears of humiliation. 

David looked at Dave, not sure as whether to believe James. But he had to take Dave's silence as admittance, 
considering the other students in the room. He could not allow anyone to think that he condoned misbehavior. 
At least, not now. 

"Dave, what's going on?" 

"He's an animal--" 

"BE QUIET! Now, listen, Dave. You can't just go around hitting people when things don't go your way." 


Dave felt a tear run down his face. 


There was a short silence. David felt terrible as he saw the young redhead crying. He felt chills go up his 
arms and his heart fluttered. 


"Dave..." 
"Like | said, he's an--" 


"James!" 


"No..maybe h-he's right," Dave whispered, so low that it was almost inaudible. 

James' teasing and David's reprimanding was too much for Dave. He felt like he was an inch tall. 
Dave then ran out of the room, bursting into tears. 

"Dave!" David called. 

James and some other kids began to snicker. 

"Fucking faggot,--" 

"Not a sound! You hear me? Not a sound!" 

The kids all sat in silence. 


Then David spotted James picking up some white cards off the floor; cards that he remembered James holding 
right before the brawl broke out. 


He snatched them from James, and inspected both sides of each card, all to be greeted with blank, white 
backgrounds. 


David suddenly became suspicious. 

"What was the purpose of these?" 

James looked completely lost. 

David continued, "And what did you say to Dave?" 

James was stunned. Was he to say that he had messed with the redhead's mind? That he pretended that he 
had pictures of him jacking off? That he finally defeated his enemy? That he hinted jokingly at the possibility 
of something going on between Dave and their teacher? 

James fumbled over his own tongue. He had been found out, or so he thought. 

"Well.l-l.uh." he blubbered, causing his classmates to mock him. 


"Forget it," mumbled David, who then tossed the papers into the trash bin 


He had a feeling that the poor redhead felt threatened in some way, and felt the urgent need to protect him. 


David quickly called for a substitute. 

He had to find Dave. 

He just knew that Dave would hurt himself if he didn't feel comforted. 

When the sub arrived, David quickly left in search of his beloved pupil 

Thoughts of guilt flooded his mind. 

Fuck, | probably hurt him by taking that other kid's side. He's hurt and its all my fault. 

He exited the building and jumped in his car, beginning his wild goose chase for his darling, who had run amuck. 


C'mon, Dave.'m sorry, honey. | should have known.. 


Chapter 4- Je suis un jeune pauvre âme ... 


Author's Notes: 
Hello! Finally, ve been able to finish this chapter. It took so long because | kept adding more and more and I\'m 
afraid that it may be a bit too long.but anyway, happy reading! :) 


Running. 

At this juncture, running was his only escape. In fact, young Dave had no clue as to where his feet were taking 
him. All he knew was that he needed to get away from the suffocating pressure and humiliation, and relieve 
himself of the aches within him. 

He needed to breathe. 


His movement was so subconscious that he barely realized that he fell down the stairs as he exited the 


building. 

He barely noticed the pain 

But that was the whole idea. 

He needed to get rid of his pain. 


He kept running until he reached a nearly abandoned road that ran through a dark sea of trees on one side and 


a large fenced field on the other. 
Dave slowed down to a fatigued stroll and sat under the only tree that stood near the old white fence. 
Love, Dave thought: 

Whats it all worth? Exposing your feelings just to get door slammed? 


Having one of your first ever true experiences just to be used for someone else's good time? To get made fun 


of? To be denied? 
A tear ran down Dave's face as his mind continued to race. 


No! I'm through with this shit. | have enough to deal with, and the one person | find that | think | can trust 
just leaves me high and dry.. 


It was as if Dave's mind was fatigued as much as his aching body and heart. 


Tears came streaming down his flushed face, running over the scratches and bruises that had already formed 


quite profoundly. 
His body shook, and his skin, soaked with sweat and blood, became hot to the touch. 
Its all bullshit. Life is bullshit. And its not worth it.. 


The voices ringing in his head only increased his sobbing in its intensity and volume. His cries echoed among the 


trees, vibrating through the darkness, down a seemingly endless and deserted road. 
Dave's breaths left his lungs in staggered pants. 
The world around him seemed to close in on him. 


Dave brought his knees to his chest, and he hugged them closely, putting his head down and shutting his eyes 
tightly. 


He didn't want to see the world around him; he needed to escape the outer darkness by enclosing himself in his 


own. 
He shook forward and backward, sobbing madly, and wanting to end the humiliation he had just suffered. 
He tried to control himself by biting down on his lip, causing the skin to break, the blood dripping down his chin. 


The young redhead did not know how long he was fixated in that position. In fact, he did not even notice that 
the sun had already began to set, and the sky was already darkening. 


Dave then heard the sound of an engine. 

He slowly looked up, grimacing with pain, his eyes greeted by a blinding light. 

| thought | would never find you, kiddo." 

Dave looked up, slightly startled by the voice. 

He was surprised to see David, who looked slightly frantic, walking over to him. 

David felt extremely guilty at this sight. He took a deep breath as if trying to keep his own composure. 


"You poor kid.. I'm so sorry, hon. Here, let's get you to the car," he said. 


Dave was speechless, as he felt too weak and overwhelmed to speak 
He came, he thought. 
Maybe someone cares after all.. 


David carried the small redhead to his car, and laid him down in the backseat, seeing that he was too weak to 


sit up. He covered Dave in a small blanket, as he saw that Dave was shivering and breaking out in a cold sweat. 
"Shh..don't worry, honey. l'm here." 

Dave quickly drifted off to sleep. 

OK 


David parked into his driveway, then picked up and carried the sleeping redhead into his house. Once entered, 


David laid Dave on the couch gently, so as not to wake him. 


A few minutes passed, and the young man began to stir from his slumber. He slowly opened his eyes, wincing 


in pain. 
He looked around and began to contemplate his surroundings, feeling, all the more, lost and confused. 


Before he could try to get up and beat whoever dragged him to this strange place, he saw his honey-blonde 


teacher approach him with a warm smile. 
"Hey, kid. I'm glad you're awake," David said, softly. 


He handed Dave a mug of hot chocolate covered with whipped cream, to warm his shivering body and comfort 
his nerves, ever so disturbed by the day's events. 


Dave began to slurp the warm beverage down, causing David to smile. 
"N-nice place.." Dave stuttered, before breaking down into tears. 


David felt his heart warm up at the sound of Dave's sobs. Seeing Dave upset did something to the teacher 
that he couldn't quite figure out. 


David rushed over to comfort Dave. But as soon as he played a hand on his student's back, Dave quickly stood 


up and tried to walk away. Dave was much too weak to even stand and began to fall backwards. 


"Be careful, kid!" David called, catching his beloved pupil in his strong arms. 


David saw that Dave's leg was hurt badly. He brought Dave back to the couch and raised his injured limb onto 


an ottoman. 
"Can | look at your leg, kid?" David asked. 


Dave did not respond. He just watched as his teacher examined his leg, rolling up his jeans, revealing some 


disgusting bruises and scrapes. 
‘Oh my." David muttered. 
"Did James do this to you?" 


Dave, at first, did not want to respond. He did not want to tell his crush about his panic attack, believing that 


it would only increase the awkward breach he felt was between them. 
"N-no," he began. 


"When | was running out of the school..um.t-l didn't really look where | was going,.s-so | fell down the stairs 


and hurt my leg.and my back, too." 

"Oh, no.. Can | see your back?" 

Dave lifted up his shirt to reveal a huge black and blue bruise that had formed at the bottom of his spine. 
"Oh, sweetheart," David gasped. 

"Does it hurt?" 

"Y-yeah.kinda.’ 

David looked at his student with the utmost concern and compassion 

Damn it, David, he thought 

This is all of your fault 

He sighed and tried to shake himself from his thoughts 

"Come, I'll make you a hot bath, then we'll get you all fixed up, okay?" he finally said 

He then remembered Dave's leg, and carried the young redhead up the stairs to the bathroom 


Once there, he seated Dave on the edge of the bathtub. He began to run the hot water and poured bubbles 


into it. 


He saw Dave stand and try to remove his clothes, but he could not without almost falling or screeching with 


pain. 


No matter how hard Dave tried to hide his difficulty, the pain would just shoot down his spine or from one of 


his other bruises and cause him to whimper. 


Its bad enough that l'm all up in his house, now I'm taking off my clothes in front of him and whining like a 
pussy. Great. 


The embarrassment showed on his face, and David noticed it. 
"Here, let me help you with that..” 


He walked over to the corner Dave stumbled in, and helped him lean against a rack David then slowly pulled 
Dave's shirt off, over his head. 


Dave was feeling extremely self-conscious about his teacher seeing him unclothed, especially with his bruises. 


He avoided making eye contact with David and tried to stop his body from its nervous shaking. 


David noticed Dave was acting very nervous and stiff, especially as he unbuttoned the redhead's jeans and 
slowly pulled them down. 


Dave shut his eyes and began to breathe heavily, as his body was in pain and because of his attraction to the 


man undressing him. He felt sensitive to David's warm touch, as it contrasted with his own cold, clammy skin 
"Don't worry, kid. | won't hurt ya," David said, chuckling, 

Dave's eyes immediately opened as he remembered his teacher as standing right in front of him. 

David decided not to bother with the young teen's boxers, so as not to disturb him any further. 

"C'mon, kid," David called, assisting him to the bathtub. 


He helped Dave to slowly sit comfortably in the tub. David then rolled up his sleeves, and grabbed a clean rag 


and a new bar of soap. 
Dave shivered anxiously at David's touch, as he began to run the hot rag over his bruised skin. 
| hate to see you hurting, Dave," the teacher said, and kissed Dave's forehead softly. 


Dave blushed at both the embrace and the confession. 


This feeling he had from being cared for so genuinely was too much for him. 

Dave did not want to play the fool. 

But as much as he tried to keep his guard up, David was making it difficult for the redhead. 
Dave was simply confused. 

"Hey, kiddo, you're all finished." 


Dave did not realize how long he had been daydreaming, but apparently it was long enough. David's gentle 
scrubbing had almost lulled the boy to sleep. 


David helped Dave out of the bathtub, and had him lean against the wall. Dave shivered as his wet small body 
was exposed to the cold air. David noticed this and quickly grabbed a clean towel. He wrapped it around the 


redhead's small frame. 


He then pulled Dave in close, wrapping his arms around him. Dave gasped, as he was taken by surprise by the 


sudden closeness between him and his crush. 

"l'm just trying to transfer some body heart, kid," David said 

They stayed in that position for what seemed like forever to Dave, although it was just a moment. 

At first, it was extremely awkward for Dave. 

But then, Dave felt protected and warm in his teacher's arms. He held on tightly to him, and sniffed his scent. 
Dave felt butterflies in his stomach as he was held against his teacher, which was also a problem with the 
combination of the excitement, his wet body, and the cold air.. 

Dave quickly stepped back and made sure not to stumble. 

David gave his pupil an understanding grin. 

"Stay here, I'll be right back" 

Damn it, Dave thought. 


What the fuck am | gonna do? | shouldn't even bother going home now, should 1? 


David quickly returned with an old t-shirt and some sweatpants. 


"These will be a little big, but comfortable.. You get dressed, and we'll patch you up after, okay?" 
David smiled then left quickly, closing the door behind him. 

Dave quickly got dressed, blushing as he smelled the scent of his crush on the clothes. 

He then limped downstairs, wincing at every step. 

David was cooking dinner when he noticed the weak redhead walking towards the couch. 

"Oh! Let me help you, honey!" he exclaimed, rushing over to help Dave to the sofa 

He then grabbed some ointment cream, bandages, and a brace. 

"Um, Dave, I'll need you to take this shirt off and lay on your stomach please.." 

Dave nervously pulled the t-shirt off and laid flat on his stomach. 


David then massaged the weak spots of Dave's bruised back, rubbing the cream against his skin. Dave moaned 


softly and relaxed the tension in his body. 


The teacher noticed his student's moans, and smirked slightly. He gently placed the bandages on the young 


man's back, then helped him turn over. 


David grabbed the wrapping and began to cover Dave's injured leg, massaging it softly. He heard Dave moan 


some more, and knew the redhead was both relieved and in pleasure. 

David stopped abruptly then to grab the brace. 

"Hey! Don't s-stop, that felt good.” Dave said, his eyes closed 

David looked surprised that Dave finally spoken more than two words. 

He then continued to run the sore spot of the redhead's leg to please his beloved pupil 

David felt very aroused by Dave's noise, wishing he would stop. But he could not help but please the redhead. 
David's hands inched up Dave's leg, up to his thigh. Dave only moaned louder. 


Dave placed his small hands on his teacher's arms, then slid them around his neck, causing David to lay on top 


of the redhead. 


David could not resist those soft hazel eyes that seemed to stare into his soul, exposing and cleansing him of 


his guilt. Forgiving, fascinating, eyes. 
He felt drawn to his pupil, and gently placed his lips on Dave's. 


Dave's nervous shaking seemed to cease, as he felt covered and protected by his teacher. He knew that 


someone was there for him now, when he really needed it. He could not ask for anything more. 
Dave kissed the older man back, becoming more aroused as they began to kiss even deeper. 

It was gentle but passionate, sensual but genuine. 

Dave smiled to himself. 

All I've ever wanted, someone to love that loves me, too. 

David felt Dave smiling through the kiss. 

He then pulled away and looked the redhead in the eyes placing his forehead on Dave's. 

Dave giggled and blushed, and David tapped his little nose with his finger. 

David then remembered the food cooking on the stove. 

"Oh, sh--" 

"No language, Mr. Ellefson," Dave teased. 

David laughed, while running over to the stove, relieved that nothing had burned. 

David soon returned to the couch with a bowl and spoon and handed it to Dave. 

| hope you like it" 

"Mac and cheese, man? Of course!" 

David smiled as he watched Dave shovel the food into his young face, while holding a childish grin 
I'd give anything to see him happy, David thought 

Unlike the way | saw him before.. 


Dave belched obnoxiously and patted his stomach, indicating that he was full. 


David chuckled, and took a napkin and wiped the corners of the redhead's mouth. Dave blushed, slightly 


embarrassed. 
"Dave " 


David did not know how to ask about how he found Dave that day. The redhead in such a broken state worried 


him. 

Dave looked at his teacher with a confused face. 
"when | found you today, you didn't look good..at all. 
Dave's cheeks drooped, and he looked down at his feet. 


Great, now he wants to know about my fucking panic attack.can't tell him, though.he'll think I'm a fucking 
freak. 


"You were shaking almost in convulsions and were unresponsive. There was just sweat and blood and.hell, you 


really scared me, kid." 

There was a small pause. David looked on at the redhead, who did not move an inch. 

"its because of you," Dave nearly whispered. 

David felt his eyes water. 

"W-What?" 

"He was gonna take you away from me by making me look like a fucking idiot in front of you." 
David realized he was referring to James. 

"Dave." 


"It was a chance, but | fucking ruin everything anyway. And it makes sense. l'm a loser, a loner. | look after 


myself, and that's gotten me nowhere. I'm a scrawny fucking weird ginger kid with no fucking self-control, but- 


"Dave! Stop it, none of that is true at alll How would you think--" 


"Let me finish! No one has ever just loved me for me and taken care of me. | was broken and left to mend 


myself. That is..until now." 


David realized that small tears slowly began to swim down his face. He could hear how insecure Dave was, and 
knew that he had only exacerbated those feelings by humiliating Dave, or allowing it to happen. The teacher's 


remorse was heavy in his heart, and more tears fell. 


"Now, | feel protected by you, like someone wants to take care of me, like someone is looking after me..like 


someone loves me..and l-l've never..n-never had." 


Dave broke down into tears. David held the sobbing redhead in his arms and tried to calm him, and himself, 


down. 
David understood what he meant. 


For once, Dave did not feel alone. It was more than just winning his crush over; it was about genuine care. 


Dave felt attracted to David's warm, giving heart, and was happy that he found favor in his eyes. 

David felt the same way. He had always favored Dave over his other students, but did not exactly know why. 
He saw the Dave was a determined individual with a big heart, who worked hard on his own. But he knew that 
Dave was lonely, angry, and needed love and attention And David was willing to give him that. 

David kissed the redhead's forehead and wiped the tears from his face. 


"Dave, | never meant to hurt you. | don't believe those things people say about you or the things that you 
think about yourself. And you shouldn't either. You're a great kid, and you're gonna go places." 


A smile spread across Dave's face as he looked up at his teacher. 
"LI love you, Mr. Ellefson" 

| love you too, Dave." 

David cradled the redhead in his arms. 

They stayed in that position, not uttering a word. 

And they didn't need to. 

They were comforted enough by each other's presence. 

David suddenly realized the time and broke the silence. 

"Your parents must be worrying now, | should drive--" 


"No, nol.. | don't have a dad around..and my mom is working all night." Dave interjected, looking down at his 


hands. 
David just stared at the redhead at first, then sighed, as if making a tough decision 


"Oh. So | guess you could stay here tonight. It will be fun to have someone around the house for once," he 


replied, smiling. 
"You must be tired. Come, I'll show you to the bedroom." 
David assisted Dave off the couch and up the stairs, holding the young man's small hand. 


Dave felt much more comfortable now, with his teacher helping him, and knowing that he would be there for 


him. 

When David opened the door of the bedroom, Dave did not hesitate to plop into the king-sized bed and bury his 
head in the sheets, smiling with happiness as he was in his beloved's room. He smelled David's cologne on the 
pillows, closing his eyes and savoring it. 

He then felt a body climb in the bed and lay down beside him, and begin to pet his back 

Dave opened his eyes and turned to see David laying behind him, smiling. 

David ran a hand through Dave's curly hair and kissed his temple. 

"Sweet dreams, kid, he whispered 

Dave felt his face turn red and a bunch of butterflies, explode in his stomach. 


After all of this, you're still blushing like a girl, he thought to himself. 


With a content smile in his face, Dave fell asleep in David's securing arms. 


Chapter 5- Until We Meet Again 


Author's Notes: 
Hello everyone! So here is the final chapter. It took me awhile, as the emotions of the story mixed with my 


own kinda drove me insane but here it is. Thank you for your support and patience. Enjoy! :) 


"Mmph..no, please..stop..” 

David's eyes popped open in the darkness. 

He turned to his nightstand to view his dimly lit alarm clock. 

2:33 am. 

Great, he thought. 

He allowed his eyes to close. 

"P-Please, leave me alone.please..! love him.” 

Now David's eyes reopened and he turned to see his redhead shaking and crying in his sleep. 
"HELP PLEASE DON'T HURT ME PLEASE STOPI" 

Dave now was screaming to the top of his lungs and rolling around the bed. 

David grabbed Dave into his arms and held him tightly to prevent his from shaking. 
"Shh..Dave, its okay, I'm right here." 

He kissed his forehead and rubbed his back reassuringly, whispering to him that everything would be alright. 


Dave's sobs finally subsided after awhile, and he felt calmed by his teacher's embrace, calm enough to try to 
explain his fear to David. 


"they were trying to beat me up, man" 
David looked at the redhead with a confused face. 


"Who is ‘they’? Who tried to beat you up? Why?" 


"Everyone. My dad. Those kids. Just everyone. Because l'm different. Because they knew | loved you..a guy." 
"1 see." David replied, after being completely lost in thought. 


This could end up being much more than a dream, David. This could be reality. He could get hurt. And it would 
be all of your fault. 


David tried to ignore the voice in his head. 
Yeah, well, that's not helping me now, he thought. 


"So, um..you never thought you were gay or anything before meeting me? Never had any attraction to a guy 


before?" 

He knew that labeling the situation and these questions he was asking would seem very straightforward to 
Dave, but it would prove to David all the more that he could not make more out of their relationship than he 
should. 

He could not take advantage of Dave's naiveté and vulnerability. 


"N-no.. | always tried to run after chicks, but | n-never felt right." Dave answered, nervously. 


The honey-blonde smiled as Dave was finally letting his feelings out, and could not help but think to himself 


how cute the redhead was. 


"Well, | know how you feel, kid. In fact, the reason why l'm still alone is because | have not found the right one 


either." 
Dave exhaled deeply, as if relieved to have something else in common with his teacher. 


"Look, | know I'm just a kid, but.. | can still care about you and be good to you. | can still protect you and be 
there for you." 


David looked at his student with loving yet saddened eyes. He placed a hand on Dave's cheek. 

"l-I love you, Mr. Ellefson" 

David saw the sincerity in Dave's heart, and felt a guilty pleasure rise in him after his pupil's confession 
He smiled and pecked Dave's little lips. 


"You're a cute kid, Dave," he began. 


"Now, l'm a teacher and you're my student, and." 

David felt a shadow of guilt cover him. 

FINISH IT 

"and a lot of times these things don't work out." 

Dave felt a tear roll down his cheek. 

Another rejection, he thought. 

David sighed. 

Great, | made him cry again 

IT HAS TO END THIS WAY 

| can't hurt him. Not like everyone else does. He trusted me.. 

LET IT BE 

| cannot, | will not! 

"But for you, hon, it's all worth it” 

David used his thumb to wipe the stray tear from Dave's face, then kissed his cheek softly. 
Dave smiled, then slowly kissed his teacher's lips, softly but passionately. 

David was taken by surprise, but then smiled and began to return the kiss. 

He's gaining confidence, and that's good..except it's with me. 

David pulled away then tucked Dave back into the bed. He held the redhead's soft face in his hands. 
"Here, let's try to get some more sleep, okay kid? See you in the morning." 

"Goodnight, Mr. Ellefson" 


David felt his heart warm up when he heard the sweet young voice of his student say his name, then 


chuckled when he heard Dave almost instantly begin to snore like a bear. 


Looking up at the ceiling, David stared up into the darkness. 

| orly wanted to help him. 

YOU SHOULDN'T HAVE TRIED 

| had tol He just needed someone to love him.. 

DECEIVING OTHERS IS WHAT THE WORLD CALLS ROMANCE 

RK EEK 

The constant battle in his head forced David to stay up all night 

This left the restless teacher angry, but not just from his lack of sleep. 
David was more upset that the whole time his mind could only come to one conclusion 
One that opposed his heart. 

One that he knew would hinder the person he was trying to help. 


David knew he had to nip this in the bud, end this relationship before it sprouted into something that would be 


labeled a scandal and be cut down viciously. 
He had to do this himself. 
But how? 


How could David face the very young man he promised he would be there for, the same young man who had 


been through hell and back, the same young man that he favored amongst his other students.. 
How could he tell him "its over" before it really began? 


David could picture the devastation that would fill the redhead's face, that young, sweet face that he so 


adored. 
That same face would be covered with hurt and pain at his own hands. 


David knew that Dave wanted and needed him, but also knew that the love Dave was seeking was being 


confused with something else. 


David felt that Dave was really looking for a father-like figure, even though he was feeling attracted to his 


teacher. 
David had to admit to himself that he was flattered, and enjoyed Dave's attention 


But he also knew that he could not, and maybe even did not, love Dave more than a teacher could fondle a 


student, or possibly even a father to a son. 


The romance simply would not work. David did not see Dave as more than a cute kid, but was afraid that Dave 


saw him as a knight in shining armor. 

David sighed and held his head in his shaking hands. 

"What will | do?" he mumbled. 

After regaining some of his composure, he glanced at his alarm clock 

6:03 am. 

David immediately rose up to get ready for the day. 

After showering and getting dressed quickly, he decided to make Dave some breakfast. 


He whipped up some chocolate chip pancakes and freshly squeezed orange juice, and set it up on the kitchen 


table for Dave. 

6:45 am. 

Before David could go upstairs to wake him, Dave slid down the railing of the staircase with a childish grin. 
"Be careful, Dave." 

"Ah, I'm fine, dude," Dave replied giggling. 


David noticed that Dave had kept the shirt he had given him, but was wearing his own jeans, jacket, and 


sneakers. 
YOU'LL HAVE TO END IT NOW 
Not so sudden.. 


STOP WAITING 


Shut up! 

NOW 

"Pancakes!" 

David whipped his head around and smiled as he saw the young redhead shoveling his breakfast into his mouth. 
Oh, Dave. Why do you do this to me.. 

"That was good, man. Is there anything that you can't cook?" Dave said smiling. 
David grinned at the compliment. 

But his expression quickly changed as he remembered what he had to do. 
"Dave." 

The redhead noticed the change in his teacher's demeanor, but did not know why. 
"You know | care about you a great deal, hon And that'll never change..but.." 
Dave looked on, his heart pounding. 

He just knew for sure that he was in for another rejection, more abandonment. 
“people can get in trouble for stuff like this..especially between teachers and students." 
A tear fell down Dave's face. 

David sighed. 

He knew this would crush him. 

‘It can easily be said that I'm taking advantage of a minor, Dave." 

"B-But you're not." 

"Yes, | know that and you know that, but--" 

"We h-have something special, right?" 


"Yes, Dave, but--" 


"So why does it have to end? Because of some fucking law? What does the law know about how people feel 
about each other? What the hell does the law know about how much people have gone through?!" 


"Dave... 
"Are you scared of them, man? Or are you ashamed of me.." 


"Dave, please. Try to understand. You know its not about you, but | don't know how much longer this can go 


on--" 
"It was supposed to be a secret!" 
Dave stood up, his green eyes turning red and glassy, and his arms flailing in the air. 


"Yes it was, but it's dangerous business, kid. You remember James’ ‘pictures’, right? Now imagine that they 


were real." 

What? 

The sudden revelation confused Dave. 

"T-they were f-fake?" 

"Yes, Dave. He was just messing with your head" 

Dave looked down, very confused and slightly embarrassed for having believed that the photographs were real. 


"But that's my point. What if they were real? How long did you think it could have gone without us being found 


out?" 

He wants to end us. 

Already. 

"We ain't done nothin’, man!" 

"Dave. Listen to me." 

Dave looked towards the ceiling, too upset to look at his beloved face to face. 


"You're a great kid, Dave," he began. 


FINISH IT 

"But let me be realistic with you. You're gonna meet and fall in love with someone your own age." 

Dave shook his head in disagreement. 

"Look at me, Dave!" 

David grabbed his face softly but was able to force Dave to look at him. 

"You're young, Dave. You've been through a lot already, and all you're looking for is someone to love you 
without expecting something from you. Someone to care about you. But now you're also looking for something 
more, something deeper and more involved Something that | can't give you.." 

"But w-why?" Dave asked, his face covered in bitter tears. 


David felt his heart drop. 


"You know that | don't want to hurt you, and that if you ever need anything, I'm here. | will always care about 
you, Dave. Always. But | can't be more to you than that. More than a supporting figure in your life." 


Dave covered his face as he sobbed. 

"Why does everything fuck up?" 

David held him close in his arms, cradling him. 

“Shh..sweetheart, it's gonna be fine. | promise you. And remember, if you need me, you know where | am." 
David held Dave in his arms until his tears surceased. 

‘| l-love you,.. Mr. Ellefson" 

| love you too, Dave." 

PK 


"Since yesterday was a little hectic, you all have extra time to finish your book work, which will be collected at 


the end of the period Now get to work." 
The students groaned but obeyed their teacher's indifferent instructions. 


David held his head in one head and engorged himself with a hot cup of coffee in his other hand. It was 


difficult to remain completely professional when he had hardly slept the previous night. 


Dave then quickly sprinted into the classroom with slight unease. He knew his fellow classmates would probably 
be talking about him, and he was late.. 


"Welcome, Dave," David said nonchalantly, not looking up from the papers on his desk. 
"Yo," Dave mumbled, taking a seat in the back and opening his books. 


Dave had walked to school that morning so as not to cause any problems for his teacher. David knew he 


should not have let him on his own, but it was for the best. 

David nor Dave wanted to take any chances. 

"Well, well, well. Welcome back, baby." 

Dave recognized the snotty snarling voice. 

"Fuck off, James," he said, lowly, not looking up from his work. 

James smirked. 

"Haha, what's the matter now? Did |--" 

"Look, dude," Dave began, raising his voice. 

"Why do you keep bothering me? What have | ever done to you?" 

"He loves you, man!" shouted a kid from the other side of the room. 

The class giggled. James face turned a bright red and remained speechless. 
Dave was also taken by surprise, but then he smirked mischievously. 

It all makes sense now, he thought. 

"Aw, you can't be shy now, James," he teased. 

James stared up at him, still blushing madly. 

Dave moved closer to James so that there was almost no space between their faces. 


"Ah, well you see, the thing is, l'm kinda involved with someone already," he jested. 


"But, Ill tell you what. If that offer still stands, y'know, for me to, uh, suck you dick, | believe, if you 


remember that, well, l'm on the books." 

He then playfully kissed James’ cheek. 

Blushing, James pushed Dave off so that he fell on the floor. 

The class laughed hysterically, including Dave and James. 

"Guys, enough with the nonsense already. You're already a day behind, now let's get moving," David said dryly. 
The room drew silent and the class continued working. 

"Look who's all grumpy this morning," James whispered. 

Dave did not, and could not, respond, but instead glanced up at his teacher. 


He noticed that the once sparkling green eyes had grown dull and tired, and that his shiny honey-blonde hair 


now looked lifeless and frizzy. 

Dave felt sorry for his teacher. 

And remember, if you need me, you know where | am.. 

Dave sighed, and quickly looked back down at his work 

Eventually, the hour came to an end, as the bell rang 

"Alright, everyone. Hand me your papers before you exit the classroom.and have a nice day," David said. 
As kids filed out of the room, Dave unnoticeably lingered behind 


When he saw that he was the last kid in the room, he removed a small box and a paper from his backpack, 


and placed them on his teacher's desk. 

"T-this is why | was late today.." Dave nearly whispered. 

David looked up at his pupil, with a confused expression on his face. 
"Have a nice day, Mr. Ellefson" 


Dave jetted out of the room quickly, not wanting to make the situation more uncomfortable than it ought be. 


David looked at the items Dave had placed on his desk. 

He grabbed the small box and opened it to find a pretty chain in it. 

David smiled and instantly pictured the young redhead in his mind. 

| |-love you, Mr. Ellefson.. 

He removed the chain from the box and placed it around his neck 

He then took the paper that laid beside the box and began to read it to himself.. 
To Sir, With Love 

They say "How do | love thee? Let me count the ways." 

They talk about your hair, your eyes, and the sweet nothings that you say. 
But do they count the times that you comfort them in the dark? 

Did they fail to mention how you healed their broken heart? 

How you looked beyond their age, how you looked beyond their faults, 

Or how you helped their mind unwind from their twisted thoughts? 

Many shallow minds that are in love, indeed, do, 

But | can't even fathom doing such injustice to you. 

After giving me hope for my life's actual worth, 

And showing me a love I've missed since my birth. 

A love that's unconditional and asks for nothing in return, 

A love that's lifted my drowning soul and helped me to learn 

That | am someone special, beautiful, and strong. 


While others laughed and left me, you helped push me along. 


| haven't been the same since the day | saw your face, 

And never would have thought you'd be the one to bring me from that devastating place. 
| don't mean to sound cliche, and | know that | do, 

But from the bottom of my heart, sir, 

| love you 

Love, Dave 


PS. : | would have written this in French, but | didn't want to make it any worse. Oh, and | still have your shirt. 
Hope you don't mind. Thanks for everything. See you around. 


